Kelmscott Manor,	An English
Lecklade,	Ranee
Gloucestershire.
i%th Oct., '34. My dear William Rothenstein,
Thank you for your appreciative and understanding letter, which gave me great pleasure. It was a wonderfully touching afternoon for me to see all the old friends and to know we were all thinking the same thoughts. I hoped you stayed till the moon rose and before leaving saw the house lit up inside like a fairy house, and people coming and going f>ast the windows, shall always think of that picture of it, so full of light and movement—a happy dream, I shall remember your generous offer about a portrait drawing but I can't think of anyone at the moment who could be roped in for it. Many thanks.
Yes? you must come quietly before long, when we are normal, I am writing with the sun streaming in, in the Tapestry room—like summer.
Yours always,
MAY MORRIS.
The old Ranee of Sarawak had wanted to come to the opening of the hall, but was not well enough. She had known Morris, meeting him often at the Grange, the Burae-Jones's home. Like most who had known that remarkable group of men, her memories of them were precious. Indeed it was in Burne-Jones's studio that I first met the Ranee. Later we had a common friend in W. H. Hudson. I was to win the friendship of another intimate of the Burne-Jones circle, Mrs Gaskell. She has the indescribable charm of intellect and of person which has made her beloved by men and women in every walk of life. It was Mrs Gaskell who inaugurated the British Red Cross War Library and therewith brought solace to countless wounded men both at home and abroad,
We had got in touch with the Ranee again through her reading of my early adventures in Paris. My recollections
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